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* Empty as the street where I lived had been, I found the principal thoroughfares crowded with fugitives.    Amidst the whistling of balls, I ran along the Schlossgasse towards the Elbe-Bridge, and so forward to the JSTeustadt, out of which the Prussians had now been forced to retreat.    Glad that I had leave to rest anywhere, I passed one part of the night on the floor of an empty house; the other, witnessing the frightful light of flying bombs and a burning city.
' At break of day, a little postern was opened by the Austrian guard, to let the fugitives get out of the walls. The captain, in Ms insolence, called the people Lutheran dogs, and with this nickname gave each of us a stroke as we passed through the gate.
e I was now at large j and the thought, Whither bound ? began for the first time to employ me. As I had run, indeed leapt from my house, in the night of terror, I had carried with me no particle of my property, and not a groschen of money. Only in hurrying along the street, I had chanced to see a tavern open; it was an Italian's, where I used to pass the nights. Here espying a fur cloak, I had picked it up, and thrown it about me. With this I walked along, in one of the sultriest days, from the ISTeusfcadt, over the sand and the moor, and took the road for JEnsdorf, where Theresa with her friend was staying; the mother-in-law of the latter being also on a visit to them. In the fiercest heat of the sun, through tracts of country silent and deserted, I walked four leagues to Bischofswerda, where I had to sleep in an inn among carriers. Towards midnight arrived a postil lion with return-horses; I asked him. to let me ride one; and with him I proceeded, till my road turned off from the highway. All day, I heard*the shots at poor Dresden reechoing in the hills.
c Curiosity at first made my reception at -ZEnsdorf very warm. But as I came to appear in the character of an altogether destitute man, the family could see in me only a future burden: no invitation to continue with them followed. In a few days came a chance of conveyance, by a wagon for Itfeustadt, to a certain Frau von Fleischer's a few miles on this side of it; I was favoured with some old linen for the road. The good Theresa suffered unspeakably under these proceedings: the noble lady, her friend, had not been allowed to act according to the dictates of her own heart.
* 'Not till now did I feel wholly how miserable I was.   Spuming at destiny, and hardening my heart, I entered on this journey.   With
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